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two hundred pictures, some good son!") but if I live out the reasonable span, I think I can hope to have one little one at least, or two maybe, which will be in their own way vocal from cover to cover. Whether the voice will be one that people will care to hear, matters less to me than it did — perhaps less than it should. Safely stowed in my gum-cell, with my globule of amber honey, I find it easy to forget Leviathan and his egregious spoutings. He begins to seem the least bit comical, Leviathan, from the gum-cell outlook. The fact that we and our cell could hang unobserved on one of his eyelashes, does n't negate our importance in the least. . . . «
To Robert Morss Lovett
CHICAGO, August 16, 1896. DEAR ROB:
The Morgenthau message was, as you with characteristic charity surmise, of friendly import. It is only natural that the terse impassioned utterance of great minds under stress, should have floored the telegraph operator. Hard luck that your summer should have got away from you with so little to show in the way of essentials —
73ncy that the other lacks. At any rate there can be no harm in reprinting it here as an excellent example of its author's earlier manner.
